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What farther clishmaclaver might been saidf
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed,
No man can tell; but all before their sight,
A fairy train appear'd in order bright:
Adown the glitt'ring stream they featly danc'd;
Bright to the moon their various dresses glanc'd:
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat,
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet:
While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung,
And soul-ennobling bards heroic ditties sung.
O had M^Lauchlan* thairm-inspiring sage,
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage,
When thro3 his dear Strathspeys they bore with

Highland rage;

Or when they struck old Scotia's melting airs,
The lover's raptur'd joys or bleeding cares;
How would his Highland lug been nobler fir'd,
And ev'a his matchless hand with finer touch

inspired !

No guess could tell what instrument appear'df
But all the soul of Music's self was hear'd;
Harmonious concert rung in every part,
While simple melody pour'dmoving on the heart

The Genius of the stream in front appears,
A venerable Chief advanc'd in years;

His

A well known performer of Scottish music on the violin.